CALL  NO   MAN  HAPPY

of the great organist Marcel Dupre. Monsieur Dupre was an excel-
lent musician; he recognized very soon that I was not gifted. I

*You understand music/ he said to me, 'but you haven't the hand?
for it.'                                                                                    ;J

Usually he spent the lesson period playing Chopin, Schumann^
and Bach for me. If he did not make a pianist of me he did tcacrj
me to love good music, for which I am grateful to him. Each year
when the pupils' recital was held, I had to take part in order to
reassure my parents. I always played a certain 'Oriental Serenade' for
four hands with Monsieur Dupre himself:

'Don't worry about anything,* he would tell me, just simply go:
la, and then at the octave: la, la, la, and I'll elaborate it.'

He elaborated so ingeniously that I used to be complimented
afterward.

My parents also let me begin English and German. My firsi
German instructor was Bertha Bussmann, a bulky and virtuoui
Catholic spinster. She had been governess to a young lady in Elbeuf
the 'Kleine Elisabeth', and had ended by staying on in town, when
she was respected for her great piety. Fraulein Bertha talked to m<
constantly about one of her nephews, Heinrich Bruning, whos<
intelligence and abilities she used to praise. When Herr Bruninj
became Chancellor of the Reich, I wondered if by any chance thi
Bruning could be the 'Kleiner Heinrich* whose praises I had so oftei
heard sung. But Bertha was dead. Whom could I ask? The da^
came when in the home of Colonel Roosevelt in America I was abl
to put the question to the ex-Chancellor. It was indeed he, th
nephew of Fraulein Bertha. Like his aunt, he was serious and piou?
She hardly succeeded in teaching me German. Nevertheless wit
her I translated a play: Thank God, the Table s Set] and she made m
sing:

Ich hart' einen Kameraden,
Einen bessem find'st du nit...

As for English, which was to play such a large role in my life,
studied it most negligently with a young and pretty Irish girl, Mi
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